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hands. Then he said, looking at Pavel with red-rimmed
eyes:
"If anybody ever dares strike me I'll throw myself into
him like a knife. I'll bite him with my teeth. Let them kill
me right away and get it over with."
"You're too skinny for that," exclaimed the mother.
"Not much of a fighter, I'd say."
"But I'll fight anyway," answered Feodor under his
breath.
"Hell be the first to break," she said to Pavel when
Feodor had gone.
Pavel made no reply.
In a few minutes the kitchen door opened slowly and
Rybin came in.
"Hullo," he said with a short laugh. "Here I am again.
Last night they brought me, and today I've come of my
own accord/' He shook Pavel's hand warmly and put a
hand on Pelagea's shoulder.
"I'd like a glass of tea," he said.
Pavel silently studied his broad swarthy face with its
thick black beard and dark eyes. There was something
significant in his steady gaze.
The mother went into the kitchen to heat the samovar.
Rybin sat down, put his elbows on the table, and looked
at Pavel.
"Well," he said, as though continuing an interrupted
conversation, "I have to be frank with you. Been keeping
an eye on you for some time. Live almost next door. I
noticed that a lot of people come to your house, but they
don't drink or brawl. That's the first thing. You're sure to
notice people who behave themselves* Makes you wonder
what's wrong. I too am an eyesore—keeping to myself the
way I do*"
His speech was heavy, but flowed freely. He stroked
his beard with a dark hand and gazed intently into Pa-
vel's face.
"People've started talking about you* My landlord, for
instance* Galls you a heretic because you don't go to
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